224.           SIR MARTIN  FROBISHER
Spanish Fleet Invading England in the Year 1588 was
the first Italian book printed in England.
Here was a theme fit for the mightiest pens of Eng-
land and we have to be content with the scrappy and
contradictory letters of men whose language, the speech
of the English Bible, was not yet pliable enough to give
us a vivid story, whose minds were stiff with doctrine,
too, and did not unlimber easily to see what happened
right before their eyes. Drake, had Elizabeth ordered
him so to do, might have given us an immortal narra-
tive. It is a pity one Master Samuel Pepys, who held
office in the Admiralty under Charles II, had not a
predecessor, who might have left us his diary of those
famous days in July, 1588.
One thing such a supposed eye-witness might have
cleared up is the reason why Lord Howard included
Roger Townsend, an officer of the Queen's Household,
in a list of knights upon such an occasion.   With that
worthy but obscure gentleman, on that Friday in the
Channel,   stood   Captain   John   Hawkins,   sixty-eight
years old, whose life since boyhood had been spent
at sea; Captain George Beeston, H. M. S. Dreadnought,
who had been in command of the Channel Guard while
Frobisher was sailing out of London and getting into
trouble as a suspected pirate.    And last, perhaps be-
cause his ship (as usual) was some way of to windward,
came in the Admiral's pinnace Martin Frobisher him-
self, a tall, herculean frame, the bearded face covered
with that tracery of fine lines the polar winds engrave,
the truculent blue eyes bloodshot and weary with peer-
ing through cannon smoke.
It had been a long and strenuous career that now
received its accolade. For thirty-five years Martin had
sailed the seas. He had been a true adventurer of his
day* He had been poor and needy. He had been put
to mean shifts and disreputable contrivances when for-